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SIMON GALAVIS— A LEGEND. 

BY LAURA EVERTSEN KING. 

Simon Galavis was an ascetic — in his infancy his mother spoke of 
him to her friends as a strange child — in his youth his friend sur- 
named him "Saint," he thought himself a vile sinner. The very 
wish to live nearer the "Great Spirit" and feel his power within him 
set him apart from others. When a little child his mother seeking 
her son in the vineyard at twilight, when other children were dream- 
ing of fairies in their slumbers, found him gazing at the starry 
heavens — "Madre," he said, "I know now how God lights the stars. 
He lights them as the Sacristan does the candles in the church — he 
sends an angel with a long stick — and one by one he lights them; 
there is one just lighted. See, madre." "What a strange child," 
murmured his mother as she gathered him in her arms. And so 
it had been always, whatever he thought natural, seemed mystical 
and mysterious to others — only Padre Jimenes understood — he saw 
the thirsting spirit, and to him Simon daily went for lessons and 
spiritual guidance. He studied the Padre's musty treasures, the 
lives of the saints, that of Saint "Francis the Hermit" particularly 
interested him, and he wondered daily how others could waste the 
beautiful life given them of God, in horse-racing and the thousand 
other devices of the "Evil One" for man's destruction. 

One day, when having read that portion of the saint's history 
where he leave his hermit cave, his gaunt and ascetic figure barely 
covered by his brier-torn cossack, his pale face disfigured by a long 
and tangled black beard — he is met and ridiculed by others — cut 
to the heart, he slowly wends his way back up the steep mountain — 
back to the cave in its side — raising his eyes to the narrow path, 
he sees a lovely woman, who smiles sweetly and sadly upon him, as 
she offers him a snow-white handkerchief, saying, "Cleanse thy 
face." Immediately his beard disappears, and his face becomes as 
rosy and fair as that of a little child — and he knows that he has 
looked upon the face of the Virgin Madre. 

Closing the book, Simon said : "Padre, would that such could 
happen to me. There is nought that I would not do, or bear, for some 
miracle, some evidence that God knows and feels what I suffer for 
his sake daily. Tell me, Padre, mio," and he fell on his knees and 
buried his face in the folds of the Padre's frock. 

"Arise, my child. Some day thou shalt see God — shalt see Him, 
and He shall speak to thee — and thou shalt not know it, because of 
the blindness of thy heart." 
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Padre Jimenis was old. One evening when the sky was rose- 
pink and azure-blue in the east, and the sun slowly sinking behind 
the green hills, he sent a messenger to bring Simon. With awe 
he entered, feeling instinctively the presence of death. "Fear not, 
my son ; come nearer and receive my blessing." As Simon knelt by 
the couch a beam of sunlight shot through the narrow window, and 
striking the whitewashed wall above the Padre's head, formed itself 
into a halo of purest gold. He laid his hand on Simon's head and 
feebly murmured: "Remember, thou shalt stand in the presence 
of God made 'manifest in the flesh. Give thy life to thy fellow 
men, mortify the flesh, and meet me in the kingdom of God, where 
all are saints and none can be sinners." 

Simon was still murmuring the prayers for the dead when twi- 
light crept in at the window. Out under the eaves of the old mission 
building the song birds twittered lullabies to their little ones, for 
it was spring. 

In a few weeks there came to the Mission a new priest. He led 
by the hand a little boy, a poor half-witted child, who shrunk and 
trembled at the Padre's stern mien. 

When Simon returned from his retreat, where he had gone in his 
grief, some undefined trouble was in the Mission. All the peaceful 
pastimes of its people seemed suspended. Gossips came to him 
with tales of the new priest, his strange moods, days of gloom, at 
other times even cross to the child, who fled to the neighbors for 
protection from his fury. 

Simon listened and his heart grew sore. Something seemed to 
rise in his heart and choke him. Then there came a feeling of un- 
rest — then of horror that such things could be. If he only had 
Padre Jimenes to advise him. Finally in his agony of mind he 
sought the vineyard (where his mother had found him in his in- 
fancy), there to fight out his fight with himself. 



Dawn was breaking. The faint light from the rays of the rising 
sun had not yet dimmed the brightness of the morning star, whose 
thousand reflections twinkled in the clear stream which flowed 
through the vineyard. Underneath the willows on its banks shadowy 
shadows crept. In the darkest shadow, with his face near the stream, 
lay Simon. There he had lain all night on the damp grass, shirtless 
and shoeless. He raised his head and gazed about him. The vines 
hanging full with purple clusters appeared to his fevered fancy in 
the dim light of morning like a crouching army of fiends advanc- 
ing upon him. The soft morning breeze on its way from the moun- 
tains to the sea gently raised the tangled hair from his face and 
fanned his burning flesh. He arose to his feet and faced the com- 
ing light. Broad bands of crimson, heralded the advancing sun, one 
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by one the stars paled and smiled good-bye. He turned and gazed 
at the moon slowly sinking in the west, and involuntarily broke into 
song: 

The pale moon, shy of day, 

Sinks in the west; 
Before the sun the shadows flee — 

All seems to be at rest, 
Save the world and me. 

The words of Padre Jimenes came to him, "mortify the flesh" — 
live for others — forget self. Had he not fasted for days? Was it 
not for others that he had lain out in the vineyard night after night ? 
Did he not put self out of sight? Yet there was still the haunting 
thought that all had been in vain. How could he return to the 
Mission? How could he confess to a priest, for whom he had no 
respect. All these thoughts tumbled about in his troubled brain, 
and would not be dispelled. The cloudless morning was growing 
warm. He could see and hear the coming crows winging their way 
to the nearest cornfield. "My father in heaven sees that not one 
of these falls to the earth. I will cast my sorrows on him, and He 
will lead me as a little child. Padre Nuestro, now lead me. I am 
in Thy hands." Still deep in thought, he began to walk from the 
vineyard. Soon he was out in the dusty road which stretched in 
unknown distances ahead of him. The noonday sun beat like a 
fiery hammer upon his bare head, and the hot sand burned his naked 
feet. His thirst was -very great ; he must have come many miles. 
As he looked around him he saw a vast, limitless plain — no trees, 
not a blade of grass. There was death, he thought. At his feet lay 
a young colt, ahead of him a little calf with its head in an erstwhile 
stream. Other animals drawn there by their agonizing thirst were 
lying where they had fallen in their weakness. Where water had 
been were now curled cakes of clay. Mounds of dry bones were 
scattered over the desert, and the earth lay quivering under the 
fiery rays of the glowing sun. Oh, for water — one cup of water — 
such as he left behind him in the vineyard, panted Simon. Pobricito, 
didst thou, too, thirst ? and he gently touched the dead calf with his 
naked feet. His fierce thoughts and battles with himself of the 
night before had passed from him as an evil dream — everything in 

his mind had resolved itself into the one thought — water 

Then a miracle happened. As he stood looking down at the bed of 
the stream, the dry cakes of earth melted into a silvery thread of 
water, which flowed through banks of vivid green, and oh its farther 
bank stood a figure in robe of blue. Pointing to the beautiful stream, 
he said: "Thou thirstest? Drink, then, child of God." Obediently 
Simon dipped the water in the hollow of his hand, and drank greed- 
ily. Such nectar he never before had tasted. It filled his innermost 
being with satisfaction and delight. Rising from his knees he saw 
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that in his haste to drink, he had failed to discern its source, and 
now saw to his disguest and anger that it flowed and rippled over 
the carcasses of the dead animals surrounding him. In his wrath 
he turned upon the stranger: "Why didst thou bid me drink from 
a polluted stream ?" Simon could say no more. Raising his hand, 
a sweet voice said : "Be calm, child, was not the water cool ? Was 
it not pure to thine eyes ? Did it not satisfy thy direst thirst ? Then 
drink and regard not its source. Go back among your people. Go 
back to the Mission and drink of the water of life, no matter from 
whence it flows." 

A burst of glory surrounded him, and like Paul of old, Simon fell 
upon his face, blinded. When he arose figure and stream had dis- 
appeared, and then the words of Padre Jimenes floated into his 
memory : "Thou shalt see God and not know him for the blindness 
of thy heart." 



